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BYNOPSIS,

mits she had the revolver. Her mald
testifica that Mary threatened FPollock
with It previously, and Mary's leading
man Implicates Langdon. How Mary dis-
appeared from the scena of the crime In o
mystery. Brandon tells of n strange hiind
print ha saw on Mary's shoulder, Further
evidence shows that horror of drink pro-
Auces temporary insanity in Mary., The
defenss Is “‘repressed psychosin’”  Wit-
nenses describa Mary's flight from héF in-
toxicated father and her father's sulcldas,
Nurse Walton describes the kidnaping of
Mary by Pollock and Amy Harton tells
of Mary's struggles to becoma an actress
and Pollook's pursuit of her. There Is
evidence that Danlels, Mary's manoger,
threatened Pollock. Mary faints on the
stand and agein Eoes insans when a po-
liceman offers her whisky. Danliels testi-
flen that Pollock threatensd to kill Mary
and Langdon and actunlly attempted to
kill the latter. Two witnesses describe
Mary's flight to the street from the hotel
and her abductlon by men from a gam-
bling place near by, Further evidence
ueems to incriminate Daniels,

CHAPTER XII
Maggie Hale.

W HAT is your nnme?"

“Maggle Hale”

“And your occupntion?

For a fraction of o minute
she hesitated and then answered light-
ly. “1 am out of employment just at
present. I was private secretary to
Theodore Barker."”

A flicker of mutual amusement shot
from Langdon's eyes to those of the
Prosecutor, and the spectators with a
whispering rustie of interest leaned
forward (o stare, for “Texns” Barker
was a striking figure in the city,

His millions amaxsed by the mascu-
line love of “taking a chance" would
have made him notable anywherse, but
“Texas” the gambler enlurged that
notabllity to the spectacular, though
his constant clashes with the police
had recently robbed him of some of his
more excluslve patronuge.

To Mary Page alone the name Bark-
er meant nothing, and the sudden eag-
srness in her manner was due not to
the expectation of a bit of sensational
testimony, but because this was the
woman she had been supposed to be
on the night when the police dragged
her to juil.

This new witness was, however, not
a woman to bring from Mary anything
but an uncontrollable shudder of aver-
slon. For ghe was of the hard-mouth-
ed, bold-eyed type whose profession
it I= to make herself attractive to men,

Ehe was the decoy of the great gam-
bling hell back of the Hotel Republie,
and Mary wondered viaguely what on
earth she could possibly know of the
tragedy, that after so many weeks
geemad no nearer a solution.

The FProsecutor wondered much ths

same thing, and the Judge made a
mental note to warn Longdon that
witnesses whose characters were not

bevond reproach detracted from rather
than added to n case,

And he made that resolution in the
face of the twinkle of nmused recng-
nitlon that Maggle Hale had shot him
when she took the stand. For all
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I'a rather—tell It without any names,
If I've gol (o tell It. I'm not keen
about snitching on people.”
tell

may It am you

evenl the nnme | will nsk for it
“That's the ticket. Well,
wnn this way."

Miss Hnle settled back in her chalr,
an though she really enjoyed the inter-
esl she was creating.

“Barker know a fat lot of crooks of
all kinds, and he had one pul called
Budge Dudley who—wasn't all he
might have been, but Texns stuck to
him becnuse he'd helped him once a
long time ago. It was the same with
Larry the Josh. Larry had a soft job
nt The House, nnd Texas kept him for
old time's muke,

“Wall, that's got nothing to do with
it, except that thesa fellers cooked up
a plant by which they were to get a

you ses It
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“That's around the corner from the
linnfuet room.'*

“How near (s that to what |s known
as the ‘gray eults,’ do you know?"

“Of course 1 do. It's at the end of
that corridor.”

“Can you reach the fire-escape from
|t§|l

“No. Thero's a fire tower at the
other slde of the bullding that you are
supposed to use. But I didn't know
that when 1 was seized with a desire
to writs letters in that room.”

“What time did you go in there?*

“Oh, 1 don't know—round about
sleven o'clock or o,

“Did you look out the window?"

“Bura 1 did, lots of times. 1 had to
do something to prevent death from
boredomn with my own company.”

“It was then that you found you
could not reach the fire-escape, was
itr

“¥Yes, But I could see it and that
was just about as important for me,
All T wanted was to have the goods
on a womnn that had been blabbing
too much about me."

“Misa Hale, did you at any time when
you looked out at the fire-escape hear
any conversation?”

“Yes,'

“When ?'*

“Well, 1 woasn't wearing my wrist

kinds and all classes met at Barker's,

and {t was with this famous place that o

Langdon's first question dealt,
“Ag secretary (o Mr. Barker you must
have been frequently at his establish- |

ment back of the Hote! Republle, were O

you not?"

“I was," the witness answered read-
fly. “But mostly in the daytime. 1|
had my evenings free,”

there, though, wore there not™*

“Oh, lots!™ Her tone was freighted
with casy amusement. “Sometimes 1|
met up with a party for dinner or a|
show, and then we'd drift about to try |
and bank at The House'

She smiled, and several men In the
courtroom smiled too,

“Miss Hole, were you a friend of Da-
vid Pollock ™

*l knew him; knew him pretty well.
He was at Barker's a good bit™

“*Were you at Darker’s on the night
that he was shot?”

“Yen, but early. Somehody tipped me

off that the air was fresher at a caba-
ret.”

A snigger of repressed mirth Altersd
through the room at this hint of the
big raid,

“Had

but Langdon frowned,
you secn Mr. Pollock that

day

“No. Not since the night before”

“Mlss Hale, Isn't it true that you!
were to have joined the supper party |
for the company that Mr. Pollock and
Mr. Danlels were giving?*

“No. I wanted to, but he sald It was
purely theatrical. Then 1 bet him I
would come anyway."

“Why were you partleularly anxious
to attend that party—on Mr, Pollock's
account?” |

“Not on your life! | knew that there |
was going to Le some crooked work |
pulled off, but 1 couldn't prove it, l-—-|
I had a grudge agalnst eomeocne who |
was In on it and I wanted to queerl
tne deal”™

=il You teil us pleanss what that
den!l was?"

The woman twisted her hands to-
gether nervously, and her syes darted
among the spectaturs as If searching
for & menacing face, then she sald
slawly:

“The—the drnl

wasn't pulled off, and |

|
| of the hotel,

fto be swung

‘Did you ses the defendant, Mary
Page, pass?”

"Yeon"

“Was she alone?

“No; Dnanlels, the theatrical feller,
was with her.”

There was a sllght pause,

“"Now, Miss Hale,” Langdon's volce

that ntirrnd the hawlidered apectators

important even though they could not
grasp It, “did Mr. Danlels show any
emotion when he passed the door of
the groy sulte?'

“I don’'t know am you would call it
emotlon exactly, He ncted ltke o man
that hears a famliliar volee. To come
down to facts, he stopped short and
listened, and It wasn't till he noticed
that Miss Page had stopped too that
he Inughed loudly as if to cover up
something and hurrled her along to
the banquet room.”

“Dld you see Mr. Danlels again?"

"“Yes; a little Inter. 1 went across to
the window to get an eyeful of what
wns golng on out there, but couldn't
ses n thing, and after walting a bit 1
went back to the door.”

“Was anyons in the corridor?”

“Yes, A kid wns walking along to-
wards the nstalrs and Danlels was
standing by the door of the gray sulte

was serlous, but deep with an emotion |

with the sense of something big and !

“HSure?
window was open, yes, The one to the
left hand side of the room, but the
other one, the one through which I

Of coursse T'm sture. One

had heard the talk, wns closed.
dend sure of {t—dead sure.”

“Mins Hale, you sny you were one of
the first to emter the room, Wil you
describe exactly what you msaw?"
Langdon moved neorer to her, and
himself |lstened attentively,

“l saw the body of Dave Pollock ly-
Ing face down on the floor with a drib-
ble of blood coming from under him,
and a lttle ways off Mary Page lying
in a dead faint, with her face all
twisted up, like a person with a strokn.
Ar, Langdon was lifting her up in Lia!
arms. Danlels was there, and the pret- |
ty boy that played the lead {n the Pago |
company. There was one of the hotel |
officialy, too."

The memory of the ghastly scene did |
not disturb her at all, She was as
calm as though she had been enter-
taining visitors at home.

“But you did NOT see, did you, the
short man whom Pollock had been
harangulng a few moments befora?”
The question was sharp and direct.

“No. Unleas It wns eitlier you, Mr.
Langdon, or Mr. Daniels, There was
no’other man there whom it could have
been.'”

I'm

MARY PAGE

and calmly, welghing every word, as

though he knew the sensation his

question would create, “was that man

who stood under the arc light dressed

in a light suit with & red tie? ~
“He wasa!"

[To be continued.]

Kelly the Dandy.

Eccentrics have fliourished in every
age, but possibly they were at their
height in the days of George 1TL and
the regency, when to be odd was con-
sldered fashionnble. Take the case of
Lieutenant Colonel Kelly of the (then)
First Foot guards, who was a very
vain, emaciated looking dandy, but at
the same time a gentleman. “He was
haughty in the extreme and very fond

{of dress. His hoots were so well var-

nished that the polish now In use
could not surpass Kelly's blacking In
brilllancy. His pantaloons were made
of the finest leather, and his conts were
inimitable. 1In short, his dress was
consldered perfect.”

Kelly was burned to death while
trying to save his favorite boots, and
the story goes that the dandles com-
peted among themselves to secure the
services of lis valet, who knew the se-

o
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“l 8AW THE BODY OF DAVE POLLOCK LYING FACE DOWN ON THE FLOOR WITH A DRIBBLE OF
BLOOD COMING FROM UNDER HIM AND A LITTLE WAYS OFF MARY PAGE LYING IN A DEAD

FAINT, WITH HER FACE ALL TWISTED UP, LIKE A PERSON WITH A STROKE. MR, LANGDON
WAS LIFTING HER UP IN HIS ARMS.

MARY PAGE.

|

| irl_into Dave's party, This girl is

|nhuul the cleverest dip in New York,
“There were evenings when you were | ynd she was to lift the jewels and the midnight.
| wutches and the money and everything | game was due to come off pretty quick

she could get those swift hands o!|
| hers on, when the party got warmed |
up.

“It wns a part of the game for her
not to be seen golng in or coming out
80 it was fixed to get the
fire-escape down and let her go up it
When ehe came down again she wns
up into Barker's In a|
swing that is used sometlmes to get|
important people out of the way if|
unexpectod visltors arrive

She smiled grimly.

“And then she was to walk boldly
out the front door, Now this girl—"

“Sadie!™ breathed Mary Page sud-
denly, and at the name the witness
paled and, swinging about, stared at |
Mary.

“How do you know—" she began, but
Langdon Interrupted qulckly:

“You say that the girl failed to carry
out her purt of the plot. Will you tell
us why, please?"

“Why? Why, becnuse Dave wasn't
at the banquet and she couldn't get in.
There wasn't anybody else thera who

mnized her, and she was counting | . i
recogni | sleeve you're not tellin'.'

on Dave. It was fixed with him, but
1 guess he forgot, so she was left out
in the cold. 8She stuck around till
pretty late, hoping to have a chance
to get in on the game anyway, and
then when she tried to go down the
fire-escape she found It about as quint
n8 Broadway around eight o'clock. It
was full of bulls and people and lights,
g0 she hnd 1o go downstalrs and out
the regular way with nothing to pay
for a wasted evening.”

“Were you In the hotel that night?”

“I was. But not at the banquet."

“Where were you?"

“In the ladles’ writing-room on the
second floor,” the witness answered

watch that night so I can't tell you the
exact time. It was pretty Inte, after
1 had about dacided that the

or not at all, and had leaned out of
the window to take a Inst look when I
saw the lights flash up In the next
sulte.”

“Were the windows open?"

“Yes."

“And you could hear talking?"

"Yes."

“Was It A man and a woman?"

“No; two men, One was shouting
pretty loudly and the other seemed to
be promising him something or reas-
suring him. One volce seemed kind of
familiar, but I didn't place it then be-
enuse it was thick, like n man with an
edge on, The other voice T didn't rec-
ognize. At any rate, I heard the lush
any,

“*Now beat it, and don’t you let any-
body butt In this time. Stay whera I
told you to, and for the Lord's sake
don’t get run in as a sneak. Do you
get me?

“11 got you the first time, growled
the other fellow,
has got into you tonight, Dave?
lleve you've got somethlng up your

“Well,! says the drunken wolce,
‘vou've been keepin' a few things up
your sleave for a long time. 1 haven't
had an accounting for that money yet."

"At that the other growls something
and they both came to the window.”

“Could you see them?" Langdon's
volce shook a little In hix excitement.

“No. I couldn’t see anything but
tnelr shadows. A tall one Kmna ov
wavering, and n shorter one*

“Did you hear any more?"

“No. Because just then I henrd
romeons laugh in the corridor, and I
know the banquet must be arriving,
and I wanted to keep tahbs on the

witheut the  slightest hesitation.

Fuests.”

“What the dickens |
I be-

with one hand on the knob and with
hie ear flat against the panel”
“How long did he stand there?"
“Oh, a minute or so.

walked a step awny, Just then I
being closed and I ran towards my
window. Before 1 got there, though,
there was a scream and a shot and I
ran out into the hall Instead. Old
Danlels was beating it down the cor-
ridor and Mr. Langdon here was

“Did you joln the crowd about the
door?"

“Of course | did. I was one of the
firat to get into the room.”

“Was the window still open?*

“No." The witness was very em-
phatlc, Her mouth shut In a tight
line,

“Now-—be carcful, Miss Hale—are

¥you sure of that?"

At first 1! elocution teacher.” There was a siight
thought he wia going to open the door. | titter.
Then he shrugged his shoulders and | sal”

thought T heard the sound of n window | heard ft?"

. for & minute, Then people kept push-

standing at the door of the gray room." |

“Was the volce ¥ou heard mine?
Speak frankly,”
“No. TUnless you've changed your

“It was kind of thick and na-
“Would you recognize it agaln If you

“Yes, But I haven't heard it slnce."

“What did you do during the excite-
ment?"

*l was too horrified to do anything

ing in, and 8o I went across and took
another slant at the fire-escape.”
*Did you gee anyone?"
*Not on the fire-escape I(tself, but
two men were in the alley staring up

at the hotel. I could see thelr faces.”

*“Two men—are you sure there were |
two "

“Yes. Of course 1 am, I could see|
them plain. One was almost under tho |
arc light.”

“Miss Hale, sald Langdon, clearly |
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Dan Page, Mary's father...

Detective ..........

Mary's maid..

*H*ﬂ*i*tm*******H****tﬂm**ﬂ**m*ﬂ**ﬂ**ﬂ:
The Cast of Characters for
THE STRANGE CASE OF MARY PAGE.

Philip Langdon, attorney for the defense, in love with Mary..,...

Mary Page, thnatrlval =tnr‘ accused of murder....
Dave Pollock, pursuer of Mary, the man she is accused of mur-
dering.. . e vesssasarassssssasesss.Sydney Alnsworth
E. H. Daniels, theatrical manager.......eceuzeueseo.Harry Dunkinson
Promteiting AR orney . i e aslaenssaasesasass e

Mrs. Page, Mary’'s mother....................... ... Frankle Raymond
Mr. Brandon ..........ccovteveennessssnnssssnsnsaEdmund F, Cobb

Amy, an nctresa....................................‘...Marian Murray

MPr. VEINON .. ccevenrsnsirssssasasnsnnnasassasssass
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vesessans . HENRY WALTHALL
++...EDNA MAYO

. .«Frank Dayton

««s..Frank Hamliton
»+=.-Arthur Bates
«William Chester
.Frances Benedict

vaaeeeaMiss Valll
.«Mr. McReynolds

i
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John H. Cossar z
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eret of the blacking. Brummel was
one of the competitors, but the man
told him that the £150 a year he had
been accustomed to receive wns not
enough for his talent and that he
should require £200, upon which the
Beau replied, “Well, i yon will make
it guinens I shall be happy to atiend
upon you"—Westminster Gazette,

Fighting Locusts.

Modern metliods to defeat an anclent
enemy were employed with extraoril-
unry sieecess in Costa Rifh. The coun-
try was invaded by an army of lo-
custs. Ovdinary methods were employ-

led to combat the pest without avail.

Then a state of actual war was de-
clared against the insects. Cannon
londed with sand were wheeled Into
| advantageous positions and the invad-
Ing army literally bombarded. Rockets,
asphyxinting gases and gunpowder
were also used, but the greatest sue-
cess was obtained with the sand. At

- the time of the first invasion of the

country by the locusts they were ap-
parently in comparatively small num-
bers, so that they were speedily driven

| across the boundaries into Nicaragua.

Active defense preparations were then
made, and when the original invading
army, heavily re-enforced, made its
second appearance two months later
the Costn Ricans were ready and lit-
crally blew the insects from the face
of the eurth.
——

A "Young" Old Lady.

In “The Inlimate Letters of Tlester
Plozzl and Penelope Pennington,” edit-
ed by Oswald G. Knapp, appears an
anecdote of a most unusual old lady.

There was o Mrs. Shelley in Sussex,
gays Mrs. Plozzl—her sneering nelgh-
bors called her Epistle and Gospel—
who bad two maiden daughters, One
broke her leg and died at about forty

years of age, but the other departed

Plctures

not untll five years ago. The doctors
told her mamma thers was mo hope,
nod she plously resigned herself to the
loss,

“But tell me at least,” cried she,
“what ails my poor child and of what
can ghe possibly be dylng?"

“Or age, dear madam,” answered her
physician, “Miss Shelley was never
strong, and seventy-six years have
nearly worn her out.”

“Oh, dear! I8 she renlly? Why, 1
am ninety-four myself, and I am not
dying of age!"

Bhe spoke truly and outlived her lit-
tle girl, as she called her, six years,

COLONEL BOWIE'S KNIFE.

The Original Weapen Was Pr ted
to Edwin Forrest,

As a very small child I remember a
bowie knife that wus kept hanging
from a high post bed. It was my joy
when alone to draw up a cbair, place a
cricket on that, then climb up, clasping
the bedpost with one arm and with the
other drawing the bowle knife as far
from the sheath as I dared. I can feel
now the murderous gleam of the steel
and the thrilling sense of danger.

I do mot know what has become of
this knife, but there are several among
the Bowle family in Maryland and one
which,” I think, is asserted to.be the
original 18 preserved at the Players'
club in New York.

The original was fashloned from an
old file under the personal supervision
of Colonel Rezin P. Bowie by Jesse
Cliffe, the plantation blacksmith, and
given to his brother, Colonel James
Bowle, who made It famoiis and gave
it to the actor Forrest after having
used it in nineteen deadly encounters,

Colonel Bowie was called by the In-
dians the Fighting Devil, by his Texan
followers the Young Lion, yet we ars
also told that he was the most peace-
able man in the world If yon let him
alone. His portrait is that of a strong
man and o gentleman thoroughly dis-
llusfoned and as true ns steel. Above
all things the leader for a forlorn hope,
but with no suggestion of the border
desperado which he Is so often Tepre-
sented to be.—A. Bowle in New York
Sun.

HISTORIC BRENNER PASS.

This Alpine Gap Is a Famous Pathway
For Great Armies,

The mighty Brenner pass Is the Ther-
mopylae of Tyrol. From times fmme-
morial the northern tribes have sought
the refinements and culture of the
south over this wonderful Alpine sad-
dle, first In fame among all the gapsin
the rugged Alpine defenses ngainst the
north, and a way which has echoed to
the dying crles of warriors and clash-
ing accouterments of myriad Roman
legions and to the nolsy disorder of
the passage of many armles through
more than 2,000 years of restless his-
tory.

Innsbruck, the Tyrolean capital, is at
the northern terminus of this way,
while Botzen, tlie largely Latinized me-
tropolls ot the south, lies 3,600 feet be-
low. Innsbruck is exclusively of the
northland, surrounded by plums, ap-
ples and fir trees, and Botzen, like Italy
beyond the mountnins, is {n the midst
of a region of vines, figs and olives,

Historle polnts crowd one another
nlong the Brenner. Guidestones of the
time of Caracalla and Septimius Beve-
rus have becn found burled here, Some
of the world's greatest generals have
traveled this path, north and south,
and here the Tyrolese pensant, An-
dreas Hofer, the simple, untaught Aus-
trinn hero, proved himself grenter than
one of the best officers of Nupoleon.—
Natlonal Geographic Bulletin.

Naturs Study,

Animals that hunt are not only "front
eyed,” but also have front nostrils,
with noses especinlly fitted by thelr Ant
tips and the openings sdquarely In
front, where they can be brought to
bear upon the sdme spot of ground in
concentrated attentlon in order to pick
up a delicate trace which human nos.
trils could not perceive. A dog trots
along, his nose close to the ground, and
bends his course to the right or left as
though tracing over gome Invisible
chart by means of his power of scent.
The dog 18 a natural ment eater and
It not supported Ly man must be m
hunter, so his nose is the most impor-
tant part of hisz outfit, na it 18 of the
other “front nostrils"—the wolf, tiger,
lion, mink, weasel, ete,

But the hunted are the “side nos-
trils,” eaters of vegetation, such as
deer, rabblts, ete. These are keen
scented; too, but their Interest is less
in knowing wbat animals passed be-
fore them tban in detecting those that
may be approaching, so thelr nostrils
run around to the sides, where they
can read the message of each passing
breeze and be warned of coming dan-
ger—Farm Journal, ~

Permanent.

Parke—You know, I wish I hna some
redl occupation that I knew was go-
ing to take up a large part of my timg
for the rest of my life. Lane—Why
don't you start a lawsuit in New York?

—Life.

Read This Thrilling Story and Then See the Pictures
at the Robinson Grand
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